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go 1s much relieved to learn that the President has modified 
his original order excluding the Boston Hera/d from the priv- 
ileges of the weather bureau. If there is anything in the world that 
we do not like it is to say “we told you so,” for however truth- 
ful the statement may be it invariably irritates the persons who 
have been warned, and their resentment against those who have cau- 
tioned them increases. The original order of the President denying 
the rights of weather not only to the Hera/d but to its readers as 
well, was about as arbitrary an assumption of power and of privilege 
as could be expected of a Kaiser, a Czar of Russia or some other 
autocratic potentate who held his commission direct from the hand 

of the Almighty. Notwithstanding the offense which 
was unpardonable, and in spite of one’s impulsive 
admiration for’ the human side of the man who so 
hotly resented it, the President’s method of hitting 



























back was as inexcusable as it was characteristic of the 
Roosevelt Puck has been presenting ‘in picture and 
in text since his nomination for the office to which 
he has recently been so overwhelmingly elected. 
Had he persisted in withholding the snow storms, 
the heavy rains, the light showers, and falling baro- 
meters he controls from that portion of the Hub 
and the Sub-hubs which takes four lumps of sugar 
and the Heradd with. its breakfast coffee, we should 
have been confronted with the disagreeable duty 
of saying that we had prophecied similar acts when 
we were trying to have him proclaimed Emperor 
- instead of President. We should have had to face an 
almost unanimous people in a protest against the capricious lawless- 
ness of an Executive who thus wilfully denied the rights of their 
East Wind, to a community of which that East Wind is as the very 
breath of life. As it is, there is reason for congratulation all around. 
The Heraid’s offense has been held up to proper scorn in all sec- 
tions of the land and the President. has had the courage in the wake 
of a serious mistake to reverse himself, and thereby add another 
feather to the already over-large feather trust that hiscap has 
become. 





* 
* * 

nee of changing one’s mind, we hope the President will 
shortly relieve the public’s by another change in his own if it 
is true that he has decided to send Mr. Whitelaw Reid to London 
in place of Ambassador Choate. Ambassador Choate has served 
his country notably in the post he has adorned for several yeais 
past, and if, as is stated, he desires to remain there, the principle of 
continuing a highly efficient public servant in his place shoyld not 
be abandoned, particularly by one who has himself just been con» 
tinued in office by the confidence of the people. If a change must 
be made do not at least thrust into such a position one whom the 
public would not have even as Vice-President, who is qualified for 
it neither by his tact, his education, his brilliance of intellect nor his 
personal charm, and who has of late years as a public speaker 
entirely destroyed by his continuosjty and its effect upon his hearers 
whatever confidence in his “diplomacy” they may have at one titre 

or another possessed. 

* ” * 

W* DO not see any especial reason for getting excited over Sir 
Edward Clarke’s denial of our right to the exclusive use of 
the name America. Sir Edward Clarke is an Englishman, and as 


Rejected contributions will positively NOT - 
















long a8 there are Fnglishmen in the world no one need expect to 
have an exclusive right to anything that is portable, and we must 
remember too in this particular case that in British North America 
Sir Edward and his fellow subjects are the possessors of a consider- 
able slice of this continent, so he is to be forgiven if he cherishes a 
few illusions on the subject. To retort to such a one on the general 


destructive proposition which he advances would be idle, for, feeling 
~ as he does, he could never be convinced that as holders of the 
rug | interest in the continent we have a right to assume title to 

But when he’ ventures to fasten a name upon us, a name of his 
«il inyention apparently, at once clumsy and meaningless, then have 
Usona! 


we*the-right.to retort upon him and tell him to go to. 
What an absurdity is that word — how like the 








average British joke that has neither beginning, 
ending, nor middle. Usona! It might as well 
be a breakfast food, indeed it sounds more 
like a new kind of mush than the name of a 
nation. If it were Rooseona— indicating the 
ownership of Mr. Roosevelt—there might 
be some sense in it. If it were Annona, sug- 
gesting the present chief source of the pro- 
visions of the world, we could find some 
aptness in it. Even Corona, as significant of 
a crowning achievement in the upbuilding 
of a close knit indestructible federation, would 
have its uses, but Usona—never. Better 
Mesona, or Isona, than Usona, Sir Edward, 
and even these will not suffice for the excellent 
reason that America is a good enough title as it 
stands in the estimation of all our people. It 
will be time enough to change it, good sir, when 
we ourselves get tired of it, and when that time 
comes neither you nor any other of your famous word-sharps will be 
called upon to help us out in the coinage of a substitute. When 
it comes to re-christening ourselves there is little probability that we 
shall prove unequal to the task. We may lack certain things over 
here but inventiveness is not one of them. We ’Il call ourselves 
Unkisam, Belladonna, or any other old thing we happen to like at 
the moment without vexing you gentlemen of England in the matter 
in the slightest degree. 





* P 
* * 

HERE ARE doubtless many people in the world who envy Mr. J. 
Pierpont Morgan his latest distinction, but Puck is not one of 
them. The King of Italy has conferred the Great Cordon of St. 
Mauritius and Lazarus upon the eminent financier — we understand 
the Mauritius-end of.it, but why Lazarus? We thought the man’s 
name was Dives. The honor carries with it the greater distinction 
of elevating the recipient to the lofty position of Cousin to the King, 
and therein lies the cause of our mistrust of its value. It may or it 


may not be a good thing to be a Cousin to the King and Puck’s 
advice to Mr. Morgan is that he would better look out for himself, 
lest by a natural course of evolution the relationship become closer. 
As we understand it there is but one higher honor in the gift of his 
Majesty. 


What this is is not stated in the sources of our informa- 
tion, but what if following out the 
analogy that immediately suggests 
itself, this should transpire to be 
the Grand Tripod of the Golden 

_ Spheres, constituting the recipient 
an Uncle to the King? It has 
alpeady cost Mr. Morgan $60,000 
-to become Victor Emanuel’s 
jcousin. There is no telling what 
“sums he would be mulcted were 
she to assume the higher fiduciary 
relationship, although it is just 
possible that the things the King 
would leave with him as security for his avuncular assistance would 
appeal most strongly to Mr. Morgan’s tastes as a Connoisseur of 











~the aie 


: * 
* . * 
M* Carnecie need not worry about that Chadwick affair. Even 
without his.denials no one would believe he had given the 


-lady his notes. Jf she had put upa million and a half in steel bonds, 


or a-couple 6f dozen public libraries as security for her loan the 
sources thereof might have been suspected as reasonably close to the 


Iron Master. 


* 
* * 


Wi well, well! What are we coming to? Who ever heard of 
going to the Grocer’s for a United States Senator before ? 
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COLONEL CLAUS . 
COMES TO TOWN 


AN INTERVIEW WITH SAINT NICHOLAS, BY WILBERFORCE JENKINS - 
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| HAPPENED TO be covering the Hotels for the Sunday A/labazam and in my 

pursuit of the arriving celebrity I encountered the significant autograph of 
‘Colonel Claus, and wife, Krisskringleton, Greenland.’’ So significant indeed 
did the signature seem to be, that having nothing to lose and everything to gain 
by securing an interview with Santa Claus if it so happened that the visitor were 
he J risked ‘a card to the distinguished visitor. Much to my delight the 
‘*buttons”’ returning announced that Colonel Claus would be very glad to 
receive me at once. Upon arriving at the door of the Colonel’s apartment my 
first impulse was to turn and run, for I was dumbfoundered to observe that 
instead of the jolly, red-faced, be-whiskered Saint I had expected to meet, the 


gentleman within was a tall, clean-shaven man of military aspect. A cheery 
voice called me back however. 
‘* Here —here — don’t go, Mr. Jenkins,” the Colonel cried. ‘‘That may 


be your New York way of interviewing people, but when I give an interview, 
I give it, my boy. The other method makes interesting reading perhaps, but 
the real thing is more authoritative.’ : 

‘‘] —er—I’ve made a mistake, Colonel Claus,” I stammered. 
is I —er—I thought you were another man — and —er —”’ 

‘‘Well, I am,” laughed the Colonel. ‘‘Or at least I look like another 
man — who did you think I was?” 

‘*Santa Claus,’’ I murmured sheepishly. 

‘“‘T don’t wonder you didn’t recognize me;’’ laughed the Colonel. 
‘«Since beards went out of fashion and I shaved mine off, and took to banting 
to improve my shape few of my old friends recognize me, so cheer up.” 

‘You are —” I began. 

‘‘T am,” quoth he, and then to prove it burst into a rollicking song. 


‘Fact 


Sing hi, sing ho, sing hay for the merry Yule! 

It brings much joy to man and boy, the wise man and the fool. 

It bringeth life to Hub and wife, it fills with bliss the Kid, 

And I'm the wit that invented it, I solemnly swear I did — 

For, I'm Handy Andy Sandy Claus the King of the Christmas Tree ; 
I’m Dicky, Tricky, Nickylas. the Sultan of Toylee, 

I’m busy whizzy, Krisskringle who fills the hanging hose, 

And everywhere where I go my lad I dissipate your woes — 

For I'm Handy Andy Sandy Claus the King of the Christmas Tree. 

A moment later I was seated in a comfortable arm chair before a crackling, 
gas log fire with the Monarch of the Holidays at my side drinking a Holly 
Cocktail —a soft drink of my host’s make 
that cheers but does not inebriate. 

‘*Now, my boy, what can I do for 
you?” he demanded. 

‘* Well, Colonel,”’ said I, ‘‘ we arecuri- 
ous to learn why you have come to town. 
Toys run short and down to replenish at 
the Department Stores?” 

‘*No, sir,” he smiled. ‘‘Nor have I 
come to ask your politicians to have the 
raw material for the product of my fac- 

. tories put on the free list! My mission is . 
a double one. In the first place I want to 
find out what the modern kid wants for 
Christmas — he isn’t like the youngster of 
olden time who went into ecstacies over a 
red monkey on a yellow stick, and a dab of 
toffee and a pair of skates. He’s been getting 
harder to please every year lately, and Mommie 
and I have just run in to get some kind of a line 
on him. Then I observe a growing inclination 
on the part of everybody to deny my existence, 
and I want to find out what I can do to correct 
the impression that I am an old fraud.” 

‘*Oh, nonsense, Colonel,” said I. ‘‘ You 
don’t have to do that. People believe in you as 
much as they ever did.” 

‘*No they don’t, my boy,” retorted the Colonel. ‘‘And I don’t blame ’em 
either. This is the age of the article that is just as good as the real thing and 
I ve suffered like the rest. Times change. The chimney nowadays is n’t areal 
chimney.at all, but just a bit of fake architecture with never a flue to its name. 
People have chimneys nowadays only for their kitchens and my act of bouncing 
into a bed-room where the children sleep, through the fire-place is no longer 
possible. Coz why? Because your Yule log these times is either a gas log like 
that thing over there, or a clicking steam affair that does n’t sparkle and glow 
and indulge in the dying embers which are a sine guo non of an impressive en- 
trance for me. The youngster reasons from this that Santa Claus too is a 

fakir —falsus in Yule Log, falsus in Clausibus —no chimney, no Santa Claus, — 











“ Don't go, Mr. Jenkins,” the Colonel cried. 





the modern chimney built solid precludes the possibility of a real Kriss Kringle 
passing through it and so kills the story. My mail is as big as it ever was in 
bulk, but not in proportion to the increase of population, and by slow degrees 
I am becoming a back number. Hence I am here to show myself. I’m going 
to deliver a course of lectures all over the country on ‘The Generous Life, or 
How To make Everybody Happy.’ To keep up with the times you ’ve got to 
do what all the others do and the men who are succeeding to-day are the chaps 
who keep themselves in the public eye. 
at work, night and day, circulating anecdotes of my early life — ready to make 
after dinner speeches three times a week if necessary—pictures in the Sunday 
papers — portraits of my wife and sixteen children in the Ladies’ Home Diurnal —- 
glimpses of my work-shop and me at work in it — diamonds stolen — arrested 
for automobiling beyond the speed limit— mentioned for Cabinet and all that. 
By Jove!” he cried enthusiastically, slapping me on the knee, ‘‘ Unless every- 
thing goes wrong, inside of two weeks I ’Il be as real as old Tommy Platt, or 
Chauncey Depew.” 

‘*You’ve gone about it in the right way, Colonel,” said I. ‘‘If you can 
only get the President to introduce you you ’ve got the thing cinched.” 

‘*Yes,” he replied, ‘‘but that other matter,’”’ he added, shaking his head 
gloomily, ‘‘that bothers me. I’ve received a lot of letters from children this 
year asking for motor-cars, trotters, opera-boxes, thousand dollar editions of 
Dickens, tally-hos, diamond necklaces, blocks of stock, government bonds, 
Standard Oil shares, Russian sables, Newport villas, trips around the earth 
and yachts in lieu of the dolls, electric railways and iron toys of the olden time. 
In place of the candies and the sugared oranges they used to ask for I have 
received numerous requests for cases of champagne, bottled cherries and cold 
birds —”’ 

‘*Mercy!” I cried. 

‘*Me,” laughed Santa Claus, ‘‘and if these letters are dona fide — well 
that’s another reason I am here. If these letters are dona fide, Jenkins, my 
boy, I shall have to seek out Mr. Morgan and —”’ 

‘*Great Heavens, Colonel,” I cried, ‘‘and what? 
his collection of old Masters?” 

‘*Oh, no,’’ said the Colonel. 
me through. We’ve got to make the children happy you know. 
be financed.” 

‘*Don’t,” I begged. 


Hence I am here — sixty press agents 


‘What is the modern child coming to!” 


Sell yourself to him for 


‘*Not that — merely borrow enough to see 
I'll have to 


‘*Don’t do that, Colonel. You don’t realize what 

it means to do a thing like that. Suppose 
° you can’t pay the loan when it falls due, 
or the interest —”’ 

**Oh, well,’ laughed the Colonel. 
‘*Then I suppose I ’ll be re-organ- 
ized, amalgamated with some other 
gift enterprise and unloaded on the 
public in —”’ 

‘*Bucketsful!” I 

‘*At par!” 
‘* Possibly,’’ said Colonel Claus. 

‘*But what of that? Suppose I 

am watered, what then?” 
‘*Ruin!” I murmured, over- 
come at the mere thought of it. 


interrupted, 





‘* Over-capitalization has ruined 
many an industry and stranded 
thousands of people.” 

‘*True enough,” observed the 
Colonel, rising, 
not forget, Jenkins, that there is 
one thing on this little round ball 
we live on that cannot be over- 
capitalized.”’ 

‘*What is that, pray ?’’ I asked. 

‘*Peace on Earth and Good Will Among Men,”’ said the old gentleman 

with a kindly tap on my shoulder. And as I passed out I heard him happily 
warbling this ditty: 


‘*but you must 


“Sing Hi, Sing Ho, Sing Hay for the Merry Yule! 

It brings much joy to man and boy, the wise man and the fool. 
It bringeth life to Hub and wife, it fills with bliss the kid, 
And I'm the wit that tuvented it, I solemnly swear I did.” 

The song made me feel a little better, but all the same I hope the young- 
sters of the day will modify their demands a bit, and not force Santa Claus 
into the hands of a Receive: for somehow or other I have always liked to think 
of the old gentleman as a public utility and not as a private enterprise, even with 
‘*Morgan in it.” 














































A MUSICAL FEAT. 


THE LITTLE SISTER.—What was that you played then, Effie? 

THE LARGER ONE.—That was a cradle song, my pet. 

THE LitTLe SIsTER.—Well, can’t you play a wag-time ¢wadle song? 
That one almost made me go to sleep. 





SUGGESTING A VARIATION. LIEN. 


IFTEEN minutes after the prodigal son returned, his father, axe in Ws Fame presented her scroll, the prudent man drew back. 
hand, started for the barnyard. “T bet it’s a chattel mortgage,” said he. 


“Now, look here, dad,” said the boy, hurrying after him, “I But the fool wrote his name down in a bold hand. 

don’t want you to kill any fatted calf on my account.” “I told you so,” remarked the prudent man, when presently the 
“Yew always wuz a thoughtful boy,” muttered the old man, fool had parted with his all for drinks and cigars. 

huskily. 





“And do you remember, dad, how I always used to prefer 
turkey to veal?” inquired the naive youth. 








HER THOROUGHNESS. 


ss N°’: there was my Aunt Philenda Pine,” rumi- 

natingly remarked the Old Codger. ‘She was 
such a careful, painstaking woman, with a nice little 
knot of hair like a horse-chestnut on the back of her 
head, that when little Oscar had the measles she 
counted ’em.” 








SUITED. 
Mr. SNOWBALL.— Hi-yah! I see an ‘‘ad.” 
in de Blackville Times dis mawnin’: ‘A strong, 


healthy gal wants permanent job— willing to work 
fourteen hours a day.’’ Dat’s de very gal I wants 
fer a wife! 





DEMONSTRATION WANTED. 


M* AHFLESLO.—Will you, Miss Paeshunz, permit 
me to tell you how very much I love you? 

Miss ParsHunz.— Mr. Ahfleslo, it seems to me I a. 

that this is a case in which actions would speak - hab , 

several tones louder than words. a 





Gone ofiew : a. REACHING A SOLUTION. AN INTERRUPTED EFFORT. 


Tg, | Leeaant eb question of what to do with our mil- THe Monk.—Wo-wow! Got ’em again? Thissiz 
lionaires is one of the serious problems of the day. what comes of drinkin’ all alone an’ breakin’ m’self of the 
WuHanNkKy.—Well, the automobiles will soon solve it. dic-dangerous treatin’ habit. 




























a flight of polished oak steps, had changed in a second 
to a steep, smooth incline, with neither break nor visible 
joint from the head of it to the foot. 

‘* Sacre saucisson de Bologne ! 


” 


breathlessly I 
gasped. ‘‘What dark age witchery is this?” 










CHAPTER XII. 


IN WHICH THERE ARE DoINGS ON 
THE STAIR. 


, 
Se = A 2 SYNOPSIS OF PRECEDING CHAPTERS. 


Robert Gaston de Launay Alphonse, Monsieur d’ en Brochette and Count of Paté de 
Foie Gras, encounters Jules Fagot, a low-born waiter, who is personating the Duke des 
Pommes de Terre. The. latter has been made captive by the conspirators because he refuses 
to join with the chefs of France to place him on the throne. Count Robert, in unmasking 
Fagot, thoughtlessly appropriates the mole, the mark of identification of the real Duke, 
from the waiter's chin, and thus himself becomes the double of the Duke. Alt the Duke's 
chateau he is recetved as the rightful owner. While there, Fagot, Isabelle, with whom 
den Brochette has fallen madly in love, and the Chevalier de Brie arrive. Isabelle 
denounces Fagot, and in the midst of the confusion the real Duke arrives and confronts 
the masqueraders. D’en Brochette convinces the retainers that he ts the true Duke. The 
real Duke, his face hid in the famous Iron Mask of history, ts led toa donjon,and d’en Bro- 
chette is confronted by De Brie. The two men fight a duel, in which De Brie receives a 
mortal thrust. Den Brochette is about to leave the scene, when there ts a terrific explosion. 
Fagot has blown up the chateau. The wreck disgorges the real Duke's wife, prisoned for 
Sourteen years. Rather than acknowledge the furious woman the Duke pleads for the 












Bastille. The King suddenly arrives and the Duke swears that he is Fagot, the con- 
spirator. Sentence is pronounced, and Brochette ts left the unwilling husband of the 
Duchess. Together they fare to Manchet, where Brochette receives a summons from 


Isabelle. He finds her at a nearby villa, menaced by twenty ruffians. 


T WAS warm toil, M’sieurs. A second after Isabelle had issued her sweeping 

challenge, the foremost ruffians, with drawn swords, came bounding at me. 

Poor fools! 

‘«By the mass, shrimps,’ I grimly jested, ‘‘ Naught have I against ye save 

my blade, ’t is true, but that were more than enough, I trow, for such as ye.”’ 

’T was the work of an instant to extract my steel from the one and plunge 

it, quivering, into the other. Then, with their two bodies as a dead-line, I 

faced the eighteen scamps remaining. Safristi/ But the lust of the fight was 
strong upon me! é 

‘‘Swine of the trough!” I roared in a terrible voice, while cowed 
momentarily by the loss of two of their number, the band hesitated, ‘‘ Swine 
of the trough! Though the knife of the butcher were fitting steel for all of ye, 
sticking pigs in an abattoir was ne’er a fad of d’en Brochette’s. I like not their 
squeal, to be frank with ye’”’ — here I touched with buskin toe the body of 
him nearest me — ‘‘And by your leave, sweet sirs, I ’ll finish this killing 
with dispatch.” 

‘‘ Now, by the Lord Harry, and by gad’s daggers, blades and scab- 
bards, no man shall call Miles Giles a pig and live to boast 
of it in a sixbescellar.” 

These, M’sieurs, were the ranting words that followed 
my taunting pleasantry. They came, what is more, from 
the leader of the pack; a burly knave of an Englishman, 
whose speech, as you will observe, was studded with 
strange oaths, and expletives as outlandish as himself. 

‘*No, by my halidom,” he bellowed in a pas- 
sion—a passion not made less violent by a 
contemptuous smile from me — ‘‘no man shall 
call Miles Giles a pig and not himself be 
badly stuck. Oddspluts, mates! To the 
floor with this smirking snail eater! ”’ 

‘*To the floor with him!” echoed the 
other ten and seven; meaning me, M’sieurs, 
the modest teller of this tale. 

With that they made a concerted on- 
slaught, beside which their opening rush was 
naught but a minuet. In the center came 
Miles Giles of Merrie England, while flanking 
him on all sides were the swashbuckling 
blades and leering tongues of his seventeen 
snarling companions. : 

For the instant, M’sieurs, I confess that 
I quaked; for after all I am only human. 
The emotions which sway men, sway me. 
The fears that men feel, I at times feel also, 
though mayhap in lesser degree. In short, 
for the moment, I quaked. Then reflecting 
that but two more slain would shorten the 
odds against me to 16 to 1— something which readily is overcome, as ye know, 
M’sieurs, —I made a lunge at the nearest scamp and— Mon Dieu! But for 
the restraining hand of Isabelle, I should have slid sams dignity to the very 
bottom of the stair case, where even now my assailants were floundering and 
cursing in a conglomerate heap. And the stairs, M'sieurs — the stairs, from 


They knew not who I was. 





a 
i 
7s. 


The stairs ...had changed. ..toa steep, smooth incline. 


Small thought had’ I, M’sieurs, that the riddle 
would be answered, yet answered it was, and by Isabelle at my side. 

‘*No dark age witchery is this, dear heart,”’ she said, with superb cool- 
ness — coolness simply marvelous considering the uproar below — ‘‘’Tis rather 
the perfection of modern stair building; a device which shortens considerably 
the stay of one’s boorish guests and gives them in parting /a péche chute, as 
they of Normandy quaintly say.” 

I looked at the girl in sheerest wonder. 

‘And thou, bravest of the fair and fairest of the brave,” said I, ‘‘Is this 
thy work?” 

I pointed with dripping rapier to the stairs that were, and the baffled gang 
below. 

‘*Ay,”’ she laughed, with a saucy toss of her head. 
M’sieur, indeed ? 


‘‘And whose else, 
For deft effects about the house is not a woman’s hand 
ever responsible? °T was I who pressed the secret spring, most certainly.”’ 
‘Isabelle! Incomparable Isabelle!’ I began tremulously, mindfal for 
the moment of naught but her. 

** Look 


He who calls himself Miles Giles of England is climbing 


‘‘No time is this for honeyed words,” she interrupted firmly. 
you, my Alphonse. 
up the balusters.” 

Taking from her the piano-lamp, and holding it at arm’s length, I flashed 

its light downward. 
I sneered at the 
‘*I "faith, in France, sweet sir, climbing the balusters is 
But choose your transit as ye will — Pardleu / 
The end is the same in any event, and swift to come.” 

‘*Oddslidikins, caitiff!’’ hissed 
he whom I addressed, ‘‘but for the 
scurvy trick just played by yon stair- 
case, 


‘‘Meet amusement, good sooth, for a grown man,” 
ascending ruffian. 
deemed an infant’s pastime. 



















there would have been ere now 
on that broad landing the deadest 
swaggerer in all France.” 

So grimly savage were his tones, 
to say nothing of the hoarse, growing 
growl of the men behind him, that 
Isabelle with a shudder clasped my 
hand in hers and clung more closely 
to me. 

‘‘Fear not, sweet one,’’ said I, re- 
assuringly. ‘Yon Creeping Charlie is 
naught but a loutish braggart, like all of his 
detestable race. I have but to stand at the 
head of this balustrade and prick them one by 
one as they come within my sword’s length. 
Ma foi!” —here purposely I raised my voice — 
‘‘Tt will be like stringing beads.” 

‘*Bah! Gadsobs!” was all the response that came 

from one Miles Giles of England. 

And then, M’sieurs, I noted what I should have 
seen before; that Miles Giles, half way up the balus- 
ters, was but part of a stratagem; a decoy for the time 
being; a mere means tocatch and concentrate my whole 
attention. When I solved the trick — Pard/eu/ It was 
too late to do aught but leap back; back out of the 
way of two falling columns of armed masculinity. The 
followers of Miles Giles, bandits and cut-throats, were 

skilled acrobats and tumblers as well. 
tage of the dark, for all was pitch dark in the lower hall, 
two squads of them had mounted on each other’s shoulders 
and fallen up, M’sieurs, the stairs which they could not 
climb; the topmost villains landing at once but scant three 
feet in front of me. 

‘‘Odds whips and wheels, have at him, mates¢” 
roared Giles from the balusters. ‘‘Tilts or tumbling, ’t is 
all one to us, by Gys. Oddsdevilkins! Huddup!” 

For the moment, I was dismayed by the suddenness 
of the move, but for the moment only. In the next, Bro- 
chette was again Brochette. ‘ 

‘*Come closer with the light, sweetheart,” to Isabelle 


Taking advan- 


NS 


I cried, ‘‘Come closer or turn it up, else I can not see to carve.” 
‘‘Mercy! Mercy, M’sieur!” shrieked the next victim of my blade, in 
agonized terror. 
‘*Mercy!”’ quoth I. 
unawares a fall out of d’en Brochette? 


” 


‘*What mercy shall a tumbler have who would take 
None, sirrah!” 
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And breaking his feeble guard, I drove my flashing steel, not through that 


man alone, but through him directly behind as well. 


I weary you, I fear, M’sieurs, with these bare commonplaces, these 
dull details of a life lived every day. Protest not politely to the contrary; ’t is 


to Frenchmen I am talking. Let this 
then be sufficient: In scarce ten min- 
utes, by Isabelle’s Swiss hour glass, 
I despatched upon the journey whence 
no traveler returneth all but two of my 
loutish enemies. Upon one of the 
latter I was busily engaged, even pre, 
occupied, pressing him back, back to 
the carven wainscoting, finally spitting 
him, when — 

‘* S’death!”’ hissed a voice at my 
elbow. ‘‘Odds blushes and blooms! 
Yield thee!” 

Parbleu/ For the first time since 
the fracas began, I was at a disadvan- 
tage, but by other eyes than mine was 
my peril discerned. Isabelle had seen, 
and seeing, acted. 

‘‘Die, English muffin!”’ she cried, 
and using the piano lamp as a knight’s 
lance of old, she caught Miles Giles be- 
neath his bearded chin and neatly severed 
his jugular. 

‘*S’blood! ” he roared in fury, rolling 
limply down the erstwhile stairs, and then 
at the foot we heard him murmur weakly : 

‘*Pishtush, m’lord. What mummery is this?” 

Miles Giles of Merrie England, M’sieurs, was taking his last wander in his 
mind. 

Now, when we were safe at last and there was need no longer for parry 
and thrust, reaction seized me and I felt so weak that I staggered. Moreover, 
the lamp went out when it struck Miles Giles, and the ensuing darkness did 
not aid me to recover. 

‘It was going out anyway, sweetheart,’’ said Isabelle, through the black- 
ness. ‘‘In sooth, ’t was beginning to sputter e’en when I did strike.” 

‘*My preserver!’’ I answered trembling, reaching her at last. ‘‘ Though 


A BROAD HINT. 


yon: BARBER (/athering customer and gazing out of window ).—1 
tell you, sir, the man who shaves himself keeps the bread and 
butter out of some poor barber’s mouth. 
THE CuSTOMER (fiercely ).— And 
incidentally the lather out of 
his own! 


A DISSECTION. 
“ LJ ’s nobody.” 
H® ean? 
“And she’s next to no- 
body.” — 
“No!” 
“Yes, she thinks he ’s 
Somebody, and a woman 
who is n’t next to her 
se husband is next to no- 
body.” 





THE OPEN VARIETY. 


THE PEACOcCK.— Are n't you ashamed to 
take such a frightfully unsanitary bath? a drank deeply. 


SCOTCH, 


THE P1G.— Unsanitary? Nonsense! The 
plumbing here is all exposed. 


“Holy smoke!” ex- 
claimed the one. 
“Not wholly, perhaps, but certainly in large part,” rejoined 
the other. 
As the shrewd reader will have conjectured, it was the 


genuine Scotch geods that they were partaking of. 


HAD MET SOME OF THEM. 


” D” you ever hear any of the great oratorios ?” 
“Young feller, I’ve not only heerd th’ most of ’em, but I’ve 
shuck hands weth William J. Bryan an’ Dave Hill.” 


HEN A man does n’t know what to say he generally says it any- 
how, and then regrets it. 


PUCK 















as yet I can not see thy face, I swear before thee on bended_knee that that lamp 
henceforth shall be more precious to Brochette than ever Aladdin’s was to him. 
Where we go, it shall go. Where we dwell, it shall dwell. And if by fortune’s 
favor I shall ever amass vast wealth in gold and estates, 
no chateau shall be too impusing, no apartment too 
rich in furnishings, to deprive yon lamp — 
wherever it is at this black mo- 
ment — of the place of honor.” 
‘* But first, my sweet,”’ whis- 
pered Isabelle in reply, 
‘*T must make for it 
a new shade. The 
present one, I fear 
me, is a trifle passé. 
‘*And now,” she 
added brightly, 
‘let melead you 
out of this— 
this chamber of 
horrors.” 
“Of joys, 
sweetheart, since 
you arehere,’’ I 
gently corrected. 
She answered with a pressure of the hand, and led on in silence. 
‘‘Tell me, dear one,” I interposed, ‘‘who those ruffians were who so 
boorishly disturbed us this night ?” 
‘‘T know not, Alphonse,”’ the girl replied. 
‘*But what came they for ?”’ 
‘*That, also, I know not, Alphonse.” 
‘*But why, sweetheart,’’ I persisted, ‘‘should they ever have come at all?” 
Again Isabelle made answer: 
‘* Alphonse, once more must I say that I know not, unless—” 
‘*Yes, my pearl, unless—”’ 
‘Unless ’t is because,”’ she ventured, ‘‘ we live in historical times.’’ 
Feeling our way down a back and obscure stairway—one unequipped 
with the patent folding device — we reached at last the villa garden and beheld 
the gray of dawn. 


“* Die, English muffin!” she cried. 


Next Week, Last Instalment. 
In Which Divers Conclusions are Reached and the Story Ends. 





NEEDED A _ LIGHT. 


J IMMIE was afraid of the dark and wanted a light left in the room 
when he went to bed. When scolded by his mother, he sobbed: 


” 


“‘T-I —c-can’t s-see to s-sleep 


FROM THE POLKVILLE (ARK.) CLARION. 


1M LosstTock, from out ’Possum Trotway, dropped in last Wednes- 

day and laid on our table an egg which measured eleven inches 

in circumference. He requests us to ask our readers if any of them 
can beat it. 










A STAND AT THE CAB STAND. 


THE NaG.— Nope, you ’re not dreaming. The cab horses’ 
union has just decided that a hansom is only’a wheel-barrow with 
a roof. Where do you want to go? The Grand Central Station 
or Grant’s Tomb? 

















ADDITIONAL 







































INDUCEMENTS. 


HeE.— Allow me to offer you my heart and hand. 
SHE.—I don’t think I ‘Il take them. 


HE.— Would it — er — make any difference if I offered you green 


trading stamps with them. 


DARING. 
HE sharp click of sliding shutters was the beautiful, proud woman’s 


first intmation-of the. présence of the camera fiend. 


“How dare you!” she ex- 
claimed. “ “4 


« Well, you've got nerve to - 


ask me to tell you the secret of 
my profession!” replied the 
camera fiend, curtly, and turned 
on his heel. 


UNGRATEFUL. 


ROMETHEUS shrieked with 

frightful clamor, as often 

as the vulture tore out his vitals. 

The bird was at no pains to 

conceal the impatience which 
this provoked in him. 

“ Ungrateful man!” he ex- 
claimed. “Far from complain- 
ing, you should be #lad that I 
do not call it an operation and 
charge you $500.” 


SOME INFORMATION. 


ISITOR.— Boys will be boys. 
Boston Youtu.— Par- 

don, Madam, the Darwinian 
Theory teaches that a proto- 
plastic cell may evolve into a 
boy, but a boy must, of neces- 
sity, evolve into something else. 











A PITTSBURG PROPOSAL. 


Ww" EYES downcast, the Pittsburg heiress listened. 

“Fairest one,” the Count was saying, “let me paint for you 
a picture. Let me bear you, mentally, away from the Monongahela 
—your murmuring Monongahela and your sunflecked Allegheny to 
mine own enchanted land across the seas. There the vineyards 
stretch, in purple bloom, for leagues. The sky—think, fairest one 
— has neither smoke nor soot. And along the sloping hillsides, clad 
in richest verdure and kissed by opal clouds, are chateaus that date 
— Ah, who shall say, Mademoiselle ? — how far back into centuries 
of romance. It is to this magic land —” 

For an instant the heiress raised her eyes. : 

Yes,” she whispered, softly. “It is to this magic land—” 

“That I would take thee, sweet,” then fervently the Count con- 
tinued, “ and make of thee by wedlock what nature hath already shaped 
thee for —a countess of the realm. Wilt have me, Miss Pigguyon?” 

Here there was a pause, brief but intense. So still was the 
drawing-room, indeed, that one could have heard a (diamond) pin 
drop. Finally— 

“What are your terms?” asked the heiress, crisply. 

“Fifty thousand down, with which to pay my debts,” the Count 
said quickly. “Or, if preferred, half cash 











and the balance in thirty days. And fifteen 
thousand dollars annual income for life, pay- 
able quarterly. I am waiting, sweetheart.” 

“Wait then!” cried the now aroused 
heiress. “Know you that a Duke—a 
Duke with a Dukedom— has offered him- 
self to me for twenty-five thousand dollars 
cash down and twenty-five thousand dollars 
more in easy payments. What say you 
now, Sir?” 

“A rival!” hissed the Count, rushing 
from the room in. baffled fury. “Once 
more, by gar, am I underbid. 4 das & 
competishyong /” A. H. F. 





THE HOLIDAY SPIRIT. “eS 


Jim Bunco.—Say, I got a way to catch the 
Yuletide come-on all right, all right. Got some 
holly and mistletoe over me door and a sign 
with Christmas Green-goods painted on it, 





HARD LINES. 


§ Nes tramps met under a viaduct in Chicago. ae 
“Hello, Weary, where yeh been since I seed’ you last? Yeh 
seemed to hev disappeared off de eart’ kind o’ suddint-that night. 


Hev yeh been soj'urnin’ in the workhouse, old fel?” 


“Worse 'n that,” replied 
Weary, “I struk a streak o’ 
tough luck. De night I seed 
yeh, I had just hoofed it into 
Chy from Toledo. Tired? 
Gee! but I was certainly ali in. 
So I gets into an empty freight 
car, and scraped up some hay 
thet laid on the floor, af’ went 
to sleep. _ I mus’ a slept like a 
rock. I woke up at daybreak 
nex’ mornin’ an’ looked out the 
door, and blast me if 1 wasn’t 
back in Toledo!” 


A CONVERSATION. 


“ LJE lost his head.” 

H “No!” 

“The clamor took him off 
his feet.” 

“ Resigned ?” 

“Yes; it was the only way he 
could save-his neck. He had 
n’t a leg left to stand on.” 

“Ts he thought to be short ?” 

“Qh, no!” 





INFLUENZA 


Ma RHINO.—Stop that sniffling immediately, Tommy, and 
come here and blow your horn. 


IN THE JUNGLE. 


| ga OF our economy is rep- 
resented by the money we 
intended to save and did n’t. 
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take such a frightfully unsanitary bath? 
plumbing here is all exposed. 


And breaking his feeble guard, I drove my flashing steel, not through that 
man alone, but through him directly behind as well. 

I weary you, I fear, M’sieurs, with these bare commonplaces, these 

dull details of a life lived every day. Protest not politely to the contrary; ’t is 
to Frenchmen I am talking. Let this 
then be sufficient: In scarce ten min- 
utes, by Isabelle’s Swiss hour glass, 
I despatched upon the journey whence 
no traveler returneth all but two of my 
loutish enemies. Upon one of the 
latter I was busily engaged, even pre- 
occupied, pressing him back, back to 
the carven wainscoting, finally spitting 
him, when — 

‘* S’death!”’ hissed a voice at my 
elbow. ‘‘Odds blushes and blooms! 
Yield thee!”’ 

Parbleu/ For the first time since 
the fracas began, I was at a disadvan- 
tage, but by other eyes than mine was 
my peril discerned. Isabelle had seen, 
and seeing, acted. 

‘‘Die, English muffin!’’ she cried, 
and using the piano lamp as a knight’s 
lance of old, she caught Miles Giles be- 
neath his bearded chin and neatly severed 
his jugular. 

‘*S’blood! ”’ he roared in fury, rolling 
limply down the erstwhile stairs, and then 
at the foot we heard him murmur weakly : 

‘*Pishtush, m’lord. What mummery is this?” 

Miles Giles of Merrie England, M’sieurs, was taking his last wander in his 
mind. 

Now, when we were safe at last and there was need no longer for parry 
and thrust, reaction seized me and I felt so weak that I staggered. Moreover, 
the lamp went out when it struck Miles Giles, and the ensuing darkness did 
not aid me to recover. 

‘‘It was going out anyway, sweetheart,” said Isabelle, through the black- 
ness. ‘‘In sooth, ’t was beginning to sputter e’en when I did strike.” 

‘*My preserver!”’ I answered trembling, reaching her at last. ‘‘ Though 
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as yet I can not see thy face, I swear before thee on bended_knee that that lamp 
henceforth shall be more precious to Brochette than ever Aladdin’s was to him. 
Where we go, it shall go. Where we dwell, it shall dwell. And if by fortune’s 
favor I shall ever amass vast wealth in gold and estates, 

no chateau shall be too imposing, no apartment too 
rich in furnishings, to deprive yon lamp — 
wherever it is at this black mo- 
ment — of the place of honor.” 
‘* But first, my sweet,”’ whis- 
pered Isabelle in reply, 
‘*T must make for it 
a new shade. The 
present one, I fear 
me, is a trifle passé. 
**And now,” she 
added brightly, 
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a ae horrors.” 
‘= “Of joys, 


sweetheart, since 

you arehere,’’ I 
gently corrected. 
She answered with a pressure of the hand, and led on in silence. 
‘‘Tell me, dear one,” I interposed, ‘‘who those ruffians were who so 
boorishly disturbed us this night ?”’ 

‘‘T know not, Alphonse,’ the girl replied. 

‘*But what came they for ?”’ 

‘That, also, I know not, Alphonse.” 

‘*But why, sweetheart,’’ I persisted, ‘‘should they ever have come at all?” 

Again Isabelle made answer: 

‘* Alphonse, once more must I say that I know not, unless—”’ 

‘*Yes, my pearl, unless—” 

‘Unless ’t is because,” she ventured, ‘‘ we live in historical times.’’ 

Feeling our way down a back and obscure stairway—one unequipped 
with the patent folding device — we reached at last the villa garden and beheld 
the gray of dawn. 


** Die, English muffin!” she cried. 


Next Week, Last Instalment. 
In Which Divers Conclusions are Reached and the Story Ends. 





A BROAD HINT. 


ft BARBER (/athering customer and gazing out of window ).—1 
tell you, sir, the man who shaves himself keeps the bread and 
butter out of some poor barber’s mouth. 
THE CUSTOMER (fiercely ).— And 
incidentally the lather out of 
his own! 


A DISSECTION. 


“TLJe ’s nobody.” 
H* ian?” 
“And she’s next to no- 
body.” 
“No!” 
“Yes, she thinks he ’s 
Somebody, and a woman 
who is n’t next to her 





THE OPEN VARIETY. 

SCOTCH, 
HEY drank deeply. 

“Holy smoke!” 
claimed the one. 

“Not wholly, perhaps, but certainly in large part,” rejoined 
the other. 

As the shrewd reader will have conjectured, it was the 
genuine Scotch goods that they were partaking of. 


THE PEACOCK.— Are n't you ashamed to 


THE P1G.— Unsanitary? Nonsense! The 
ex- 


HAD MET SOME OF THEM. 


” By you ever hear any of the great oratorios ?” 
“Young feller, I’ve not only heerd th’ most of ’em, but I’ve 
shuck hands weth William J. Bryan an’ Dave Hill.” 


oe A man does n’t know what to say he generally says it any- 
how, and then regrets it. 


NEEDED A LIGHT. 


- IMMIE was afraid of the dark and wanted a light left in the room 
when he went to bed. When scolded by his mother, he sobbed: 
“‘]-I —c-can’t s-see to s-sleep!” 


FROM THE POLKVILLE (ARK.) CLARION. 


J 1M Losstock, from out ’Possum Trotway, dropped in last Wednes- 

day and laid on our table an egg which measured eleven inches 
in circumference. He requests us to ask our readers if any of them 
can beat it. 









A STAND AT THE CAB STAND. 


THE NaG.— Nope, you ’re not dreaming. The cab horses’ 
union has just decided that a hansom is only’a wheel-barrow with 
a roof. Where do you want to go? The Grand Central Station 
or Grant’s Tomb? 


















































































































ADDITIONAL 


INDUCEMENTS. 

He.— Allow me to offer you my heart and hand. 

SHE.—I don’t think I "Il take them. 

HeE.— Would it — er — make any difference if I offered you green 
trading stamps with them. 


DARING. 


T? & sharp click of sliding shutters was the beautiful, proud woman’s 


first intimation -of the, présence of the camera fiend. 
“ How dare you!” she ex- 
claimed. =: Sa * #3 
“Well, youve got nerve to 
ask me to tell you the secret of 
my profession!” replied the 
camera fiend, curtly, and turned 
on his heel. 


UNGRATEFUL. 


poe shrieked with 
frightful clamor, as often 
as the vulture tore out his vitals. 

The bird was at no pains to 
conceal the impatience which 
this provoked in him. 

“ Ungrateful man!” he ex- 
claimed. “Far from complain- 
ing, you should be #lad that I 
do not call it an operation and 
charge you $500.” 


SOME INFORMATION. 


damage cOm Boys will be boys. 
Boston Youtu.— Par- 
don, Madam, the Darwinian 


A PITTSBURG PROPOSAL. 


Ww" EYES downcast, the Pittsburg heiress listened. 

“Fairest one,” the Count was saying, “let me paint for you 
a picture. Let me bear you, mentally, away from the Monongahela 
—your murmuring Monongahela and your sunflecked Allegheny to 
mine own enchanted land across the seas. There the vineyards 
stretch, in purple bloom, for leagues. The sky—think, fairest one 
— has neither smoke nor soot. And along the sloping hillsides, clad 
in richest verdure and kissed by opal clouds, are chateaus that date 
— Ah, who shall say, Mademoiselle ? — how far back into centuries 
of romance. It is to this magic land —” 

For an instant the heiress raised her eyes. ; 

“Yes,” she whispered, softly. “It is to this magic land—” 

“That I would take thee, sweet,” then fervently the Count con- 
tinued, “ and make of thee by wedlock what nature hath already shaped 
thee for —a countess of the realm. Wilt have me, Miss Pigguyon?” 

Here there was a pause, brief but intense. So still was the 
drawing-room, indeed, that one could have heard a (diamond) pin 
drop. Finally— 

“What are your terms?” asked the heiress, crisply. 

“ Fifty thousand down, with which to pay my debts,” the Count 
said quickly. “Or, if preferred, half cash 

















and the balance in thirty days. And fifteen 
thousand dollars annual income for life, pay- 
able quarterly. I am waiting, sweetheart.” 

“Wait then!” cried the now aroused 
heiress. “Know you that a Duke—a 
Duke with a Dukedom— has offered him- 
self to me for twenty-five thousand dollars 
cash down and twenty-five thousand dollars 
more in easy payments. What say you 
now, Sir?” 

“A rival!” hissed the Count, rushing 
from the room in baffled fury. “Once 
more, by gar, am I underbid. 4 das & 
competishyong /” A. H. F. 












THE HOLIDAY SPIRIT. + are : 


Jim Bunco.—Say, I got a way to catch the 
Yuletide come-on all right, all right. Got some 
holly and mistletoe over me door and a sign 
with Christmas Greén-goods painted on it, 


Feats 








HARD LINES. 


+ tramps met under a viaduct in Chicago. a 
“Hello, Weary, where yeh been since I seed’ you last ? Yeh 
seemed to hev disappeared off de eart’ kind o’ suddint-that night. 
Hev yeh been soj'urnin’ in the workhouse, old fel?” 
“Worse 'n that,” replied 
Weary, “I struk a streak o’ 
tough luck. De night I seed 
yeh, I had just hoofed it into 
Chy from Toledo. Tired? 
Gee! but I was certainly all in. 
So I gets into an empty freight 
car, and scraped up some hay 
thet laid on the floor, an’ went 
to sleep. _ I mus’ a slept like a 
rock. I woke up at daybreak 
nex’ mornin’ an’ looked out the 
door, and blast me if 1 wasn’t 
back in Toledo!” 


A CONVERSATION. 


“ LJe lost his head.” 

HP Nom 

“The clamor took him off 
his feet.” 

“ Resigned ?” 

“Yes; it was the only way he 
could save-his neck. He had 
n’t a leg left to stand on.” 

“Ts he thought to be short ?” 

“QOh,no!” — 





Theory teaches that a proto- 
plastic cell may evoive into a 
boy, but a boy must, of neces- 
sity, evolve into something else. 


INFLUENZA 








MA RHINO.— Stop that sniffling immediately, Tommy, and 
come here and blow your horn. 


IN THE JUNGLE. Mo OF our economy is rep- 


resented by the money we 
intended to save and did n’t. 










CraQaRrgy 





FRuUCT 
canny 


Sona wt 






































Ss RT Om tee om ae ee 


J. OTTMANN LITH. CO. PUCK BLOG. N.Y. 








es ee ieeead 











ea 
) 
Z 
C9) 
4 
4 
< 
a> 
oO 
Q 
ya 
be 
O 
ea) 
— 
>< 


CN rae tegate eet 


























PUCK 


BAFFLES TURNS TO LITERATURE. 


BEING AN ADVENTURE THAT COULD HAVE 
BEFALLEN ONLY A GENTLEMAN BuRG- 
LAR LIKE THE AMATEUR CRACKSMAN. 


ABBIT,” exclaimed Baffles, throwing 
down the newspaper he had been 
reading, ‘“our next touch is to be the 
greatest and most promising of all.” 

“And ['ll lay you fi’ pun; Baffles, 
that | know whose house jit is you are 
going ‘to crack,” said I, for I had 
been studying some of the deduction 
theories of our mutual enemy, Sher- 

_lock Holmes. 

‘“‘Done,” -cried Bafflés, triumph- 
antly. Then he added: ‘‘ But, as we 
have no money to speak of in the 
house, the bet will-have to comé out 

, of our next piece of cracksmanship. 

. If you lose it comes out of your share, 

-and vice versa.” 

. “Well,” said I, ‘‘you are going to 
rob the house of Chauncey Dashemoff, the 
‘ is popular novelist, author of ‘The Bird-in- 
Hand’ that is now i its one-hundredth edition—author of ‘Mr. Niggs of the 
Blackberry Patch,”*fiow approaching its one. millionth copy—and author of 
‘Harem Scarem,” whitch is. now in its 979th ton.” 

‘By Jove! -Rabbit, you win,” said Baffles, lighting a cigarette. 

how did you hit'the jolly nail on its jolly head, you know?” 
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‘«But 


‘I noticed ‘you were reading the Daily Sleeper’s celebrated Saturday Book - 


Review Supplement. Well, the Daily Sleeper’s. supplement always gives 
pages and pages Of advertising and pure reading matter about the tremendous 
sales of Mr. Dashemnoff’s works, so I reasoned you could be thinking 

of no one else white reading that paper.” 

‘Clever work, old Rabbit,” said Baffles, in that appreciative 
way which has made “him the prince of burgling gents. ‘‘My 
very thoughts. New) according to this newspaper, Mr. Dash- 
emoff must have made at least a cool million in royalties from 
the enormous sales pf his»works. The rich and the poor 
alike are clamoring for ‘his books. The department stores 
don’t keep much else on their book countérs. The 
preachers are recommending his books to their Sunday- ._ 
school classes, and the prize-fighters are reading them 
as a means of relaxation when out of training. Dash- 
emoff appeals to everybody, at prices ranging from:98 . 
cents to $1.50 per appeal, and the publishers can't get presses 
enough torun off his books. At twenty per cent. or even ten 
per cent. the-man’s safe must be bursting with royalties. I 
know where he lives, and his house is easy enough to enter. 
Nace in, old pal, and we’ll be so loadéd down with the green- 
backed spoils of modern literature that we ’ll waddle like ducks.” 

I agreed to Baffles’ plan to enter the house in the afternoon. 
We chose this time because, in a modest little statement of some two columns 





“ By Jove, Rabbit, you win!" 








did all his work from three o’clock 
in the morning until noon. 
Thus a safe-cracking job in 
the afternoon would find 
him asleep. 

At two o’clock we 
were in the house, hav- 
ing fixed the servants 
with the promise of .a 
small share of the plun- 
der. At three we were 
nearly through the outer 
door of the safe when a 
voice said: 

‘*Gentlemen, can I be 


it was Mr. Dashemoff himself. 
of any assistance to you?” : ‘ 
It was Mr. Dashemoff himself, as I knew by the flattened ends of ‘his 


fingers, due to continued pounding of the typewriting machine. “Before. we 
could say a word he had stooped and opened the safe door. Then he opéned 
the inner door, showing a mass of papers, which he brought to the table. 

‘*Gentlemen,’’ he said, motioning us to come to his side, ‘here is all my 
worldly wealth, outside of a Columbian half dollar and some green -trading 
stamps which you will find in a pigeon-hole in the outer safe. On these sheets 
I have been engaged for weeks in figuring up how I stand with my publishers, 
Duff, Bluff & Co., who advertise my‘books so generously. If either of you is 
quick at figures he will oblige me by casting up these totals to prove if mine 
have been correct.” 

“‘It will give me great pleasure,” said Baffles, who never lost his com- 
posure unless confronted with real money. Andwin a few minutes he had 
added the long line of figures. 

‘*I find, according to this statement,”’ said Baffles, ‘‘that Duff, Bluff & Co. 
owe you royalties on some 3,678 books actually printed; but on the other 


‘hand you owe them for 243 books sent to personal friends, relatives, book 


reviewers, etc. This leaves a balance of $9.60 which you 
owe Duff, Bluff & Co.” 

‘*Just as I figured it out,’’ said the author, dejectedly. 
‘‘And the -worst.of it is if I don’t pay at once they 

will attach my typewriting machine. You gentlemen, 
whom I take to be Mr.. Baffles, the distinguished ama- 
teur cracksman, and Rabbit, his self-effacing friend, 
will ‘understand how I feel.” __ 

_.“' Indeed we do, sir,” said Baffles; ‘‘in fact your 
loss is ours, Mr. Dashemoff. Rabbit, we must make 
up $9.60, between us and leave it with Mr. Dashemoff, 
or we can never, by any possibility call ourselves gentle- 
men burglars moré” 

Soon we had made up the amount, though it left 
us little more than car fare, and had taken leave of Mr. 
Dashemoff, who said he would show -his. gratitude by 
refraining from putting us in his next novel. 

As the door to the celebrated literary man’s house closed 
behind us, Baffles said impressively : 

‘*Rabbit, if we turn to literature again, let’s tackle the 

author of some well-advertised cook boc... Another hunt for a modern novel- 


















in length, in which he told every detail of his affairs, Mr. Dashemoff said he _ ist’s royalties will positively put.us in debt.” 8.-€,, 
SCOTLAND. A DREAM. 
“QcOTLAND ’s “| FOUND I had 
burning!” saved up a 


But the world was 
surfeited with sensa- 
tion, and hardly 
heard the cry. 

“Scotland ’s burn- 
ing money !” 

Now the world 
thrilled and gasped 
for breath, and then 
laughed nervously, 
its credulity having 
broken down under 
the strain. 


. ie man who 
struggies unsuc- 
cessfully against for- 
tune is apt to feel 
that he has been rob- 
bed of the decision. 





A VOICE 





IN THE 
CHIEF GoopGraFr.— Ugh! Heap bad fix. Wish Great Father Seton- 
Thompson come show big chief how get out. { 


thousand dollars 
without pinching 
rayself.” 

“Without pinch- 
ing yourself ?” 

“Without pinch- 
ing myself.” 

“Then how. did 
you know you were 
awake ?” 





POVERTY. 


C IVILIZATION ad- 
vances, but 
poverty grows. 
“We ask you for 
predigested bread,” 
cry the poor, “and 
you give us an un- 
pasteurized stone!” 


WILDERNESS. 











THE LAST FAREWELLS. 
“ ELL, old man,” said Jones, shaking hands fervently, “ good- 
bye. Take care of yourself.” 

“Good-bye, my boy,” said the Colonel, grasping his hand as 
Jones let go of it. ‘Best wishes, and God be with you.” 

“Good-bye, good-bye. We ’ll miss you, old chap, we ’ll miss 
you awfully,” said Brown, seizing his hand heartily; “but maybe 
some day we ’ll have you back with us again.” 

“We ’ll hope so, anyhow,” promised Smith, as the other laugh- 
ingly shook his head. “Till then be good to yourself, and good-bye.” 

** Good-bye, good-bye,” quoth the doctor, lugubriously taking 
his turn at the hand-shaking. ‘Remember us sometimes, anyway.” 

“’Tis not farewell, but just adieu,” hummed Robinson, taking 
his turn. ‘“ Bet you a cold bottle you’ll be back with us inside a year.” 

“Never mind ’em, old fellow,” advised Thompson, pumping 
away at his hand. “They ’re a poor miserable set of cold water 
dashers, and every one of ’em would give his eyes to be in your 
shoes, and they know well that our loss is your gain.” 

“Good-bye, good-bye, good-bye,” they all chorused, crowding 
about him for a last farewell as he edged out of the room. ‘ Good- 
bye, good-bye, good-bye.” 

“Where ’s he going —to battle, murder, or sudden death?” 























A CONCESSION queried the stranger in the club, as they came trooping back from 
; the front door. 
THE Monk.— Please, your Majesty! If I must serve “Nope. Goin’ to get married,” they explained, grinning. 


as an entrée, let me have time to meditate a little first. 
Kinc LEo.— Certainly, my dear sir, you are remanded 
till to-morrow’s dinner. 


Alex. Ricketts. 
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AT 10:45. 


T ’s ten forty-five and in ten minutes more 
The curtain will fall and the play will be o’er. 
You wait for the climax, the last scene ’s the 

best, 

When up from his seat pops that impatient pest, 

The man who must fumble and feel at his throat, 

And brush off his derby and slip on his coat. 

And once he has started the fever will spread, 

They are shifting below and in seats overhead. 

While those in the boxes are coming this way, 

All interest is lost in the players and play. 

And the walking and the talking, 
The playhouse is a hive 
Of buzzing humanity 
At 10:45. 












Oh, the confusion and oh, the great din — 
‘*Would you stand up, sir, I’ve lost my hat-pin?” 
‘Come, let us be moving before the great jam,” 
‘*Run back fo your seat, George, and get the program.” 
‘*I wonder if those flowers did have a note—”’ 
‘‘Now, wait a bit, Tommy, help sis with her coat.” 
‘*Dear me, I’m sure my hair is a muss —”’ 
‘* How rude of those boys to make such a fuss.” 
‘*Those pearl opera glasses — Now, where did they go?” 
‘«Excuse me, old man, I just stepped on your toe.” 

Oh, the hurry and the flurry, 

Each person seems to strive 

To make the loudest noise— 

At 10:45. 








And so it continues, confusion and crush, 

Increasing each moment until with a rush 

The boys from the gallery come sliding down stairs — 
There ’s a creaking and slamming of orchestra chairs, 
The aisles are all choking, the lobby ’s a mass 

Of impatient mortals who defy you to pass, 

While unheard and unnoticed in the nerve-racking din 
The players are striving to keep the crowd in. 


But they might as well play to a buffalo herd MARKED DOWN. 


As a present-day house when the crowd has once stirred. EE W wg i 
Now the rushing and the crushing, ‘*So Arline is to marry the Duke.” 
The last ones jam and drive ‘‘Yes. But he was a great bargain.” 
Like players on the gridiron — ‘* How?” 


At 10:45. Victor A. Hermann. ‘* He wanted ten millions, but they finally got him for $9,998,998.98.” 














Tr fs nothing in which we take a greater personal interest than the 
things that tend to our discomfort. a 
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A A 
FITTING FITTING 
FINAL FINAL 
TOA TOA 
GOOD GOOD 
DINNER DINNER 


. LIQUEUR 


PERES CHARTREUX 


—GREEN AND YELLOW— 


THIS FAMOUS CORDIAL, NOW MADE AT 
TARRAGONA, SPAIN, WAS FOR CENTURIES 
DISTILLED BY THE CARTHUSIAN MONKS 
(PERES CHARTREUX) AT THE MONASTERY 
OF LA GRANDE CHARTREUSE, FRANCE, AND 
KNOWN THROUGHOUT THE WORLD AS 
CHARTREUSE; THE LABEL AND BOTTLE 
FORMERLY USED HAVE BEEN ABANDONED. 
THE GENUINE ARTICLE WILL HENCEFORTH 
BE KNOWN ONLY AS LIQUEUR P. 

CHARTREUE, DISTILLED BY THE SAME 
ORDER OF MONKS WHO HAVE SECURELY 
GUARDED THE SECRET OF ITS MANUFAC- 
TURE FOR HUNDREDS OF YEARS AND WHO 
ALONE POSSESS A KNOWLEDGE OF THE 
ELEMENTS OF THIS DELICIOUS NECTAR, 


WILSON 
WHISKEY 


| THAT’S ALL! 








GENERAL KUROPATKIN now uses an auto. He has an advantage 
| autoists here in that Manchuria knows no speed limit. 
| i 
| BICYCLE ACCIDENTS, we are informed, are very few nowadays. 
| . . 
noticed, too, that not many people are hurt by falling off stage coaches. 
| * 


| 
| THEY HAVE a smoke nuisance in the Treasury Building at Washington. 


There is always smoke from the remains of burnt money —and the smoke 
a deficit is perhaps the most disagreeable of all. 








At first-class Wine Merchants, Grocers, Hotels, Cafés. 
Batjer & Co., 45 Broadway, New York, N.Y 
Sole Agents for United States. 





Now Tuat Platt, by his buckwheat 
breakfast, has set the social pace, some 
one ought to give Dave Hill a “ going- 
out” party. | 
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metals, but the polish 





iswill shine on’ It benefits all metals, 
‘woud while Snag Sem. 250 1 Ib box. For sale 

and dealers. nd 2c stamp for sam} 
Hoffman, 295 E. Washington 











“HENRY LINDENMEYR @& SONS, | 


PAPER WAREHOUSE, | 


82, 34 and 86 Bleecker Street, 
BRANCH WAREHOUSE: 20 Beekman Street, }N®W Yorn. | 


All kinds of Paper made to order. 


YOUNG AND UNSOPHISTICATED HrEPPO (¢0 his nose). — Hi! 


You, whatever you are. If yer don’t git out of the way, I ’ll 


run yer down! 





Ask for Abbott's Angostura Bitters when you go to 
druggist or grocer for a reliable tonic in the spring. 
Abbott’s the best for all seasons. 


We ’ve 































* 


Particularly satistying to 
those who drink ale 
for ale’s sake. 





Define Ale, and you have 
Evans’. Trace its origin, 
and you roam amid the 
fields of fragrant health- 
giving hops. 


over 














HOTEL SEVILLE 


Madison Ave. and 29th St., N. Y. 


In Shopping and Theatre District; Yet 
Located for Quiet and Ease. Near 
R. R. Stations. Crosstown Cars con- 
|| necting with all Ferries pass the door. 








from | 
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SINGLE ROOMS or SUITES, 
1 Furnished or Unfurnished. 


Transient Rates from $1.50 per day; 
With Bath, $2.00 per day. 


EDWARD PURCHAS, Mgr. 
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Card this year. 
color-printing. 


Buck’s 


as this is like putting the price- 
remained for p & 


entered in our Subscription book for 


worthy of a place in an Al 





NOT LET TIME SEEM stow TY You. nor for the pristics p of the names 


making A 


~ Puck's Wew Christmas Card... 


Those of our readers who, in former years, have made their friends a Christmas Present 
of a Year’s Subscription to PUCK, will be glad to know that we have a New Presentation 
It is designed by Mr. F. A. Nankivell, and is a beautiful example of 


The Best Christmas Present— 
BH Wear’s Subscription to Puck and 


Many people have, no doubt, often thought of a subscription to PUCK as A Suitable 
Christmas Present, but have refrained from giving it, owing to the difficulty of making the 
presentation. The usual plan has been to present a receipted bill from the publishers ; but 
mark on a present, that 
UCK to overcome this difficulty. If you 
PUCK to anybody, send us five dollars, and his (or 


Card, of which the reduced sketch shown herewith gives the design in outline. 
This Card, (size 7% x 5% inches,) printed in five colors and gold, is truly a work of art, 
bum, or to be framed, thus being a perpetual reminder of the 
giver. The names of the giver and receiver are prinied on the card as indicated. 
Row, bere is sometbing tangible to give; 
To send by mail to distant dear ones; 
To put in the stocking, or to lay under the ¥mas tree. 


Remember, there is no charge for the Card (which, by the way, comes in a fine envelope), 
Present. Address PUCK, New York. 


Cbristmas Card. 


lan has never been at It 
esire to present a subscription to 
er) name and address, which will be 
one year, and receive from us by return of mail a 


;.our only aim is to show our friends a unique way of 







































WHISKEY 


NATURAL 





BOTTLED IN BOND 
AT THE DISTILLERY, BROAD FORO, PA.U.S.A 


BOTTLED 
WHISKEY MUST BE AT LEAST FOUR 


IN BOND 


YEARS OLD 


BOTTLE CONTAINS FULL MEASURE 


EVERY 











without money are embarrassed. 


sausages. 











= 
MASSACHUSETTS legislators, says Tom Lawson, are bought and sold like 
“Corrupted freemen are the wurst of slaves,” as Garrick said. 








LL LOVERS OF 
THE O’NEILL DRAWINGS 


will wish to own 


The Loves of Edwy 


: By Rose CEcIL O’ NEILL. 
Sixty-four illustrations by the author. 
All Bookstores, or Postpaid $1.50. 


Lothrop Publishing Company, Bost 














CIN LIN CIWS 








Puck’s 
Original 


Drawings 





The Original Drawing of any Illustration 
in PUCK may be bought by persons 
who desire 


A Fine Christmas Present. 


A Suitable Euchre Party Prize. 


An Appropriate Picture for the Parlor, 
Library or “Den.” 


Or who wish to use them for decorative 
purposes generally. 

Price, Size and Character of Drawing 
will be sent on application. 


Give number of Puck and Page, and 
address 
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gas range. 


BRADSTREET reports that “money shows remarkable ease,” whereas people 


THE PRESIDENT has stopped think- 
ing about battleships for the time being 
and is lying awake nights worrying 


| over Consulships and Postmasterships. 


# 

THESE ARE the holidays when the 
college freshman — three months in col- 
lege — looks in at the local high school 
and addresses his erstwhile teacher as 
“Old Man.” 

® 

AT THE start of the war, when 

Russia lost a ship, a column was filled 


| in describing it. Now but a paragraph 








is required, Will it ever appear, we 


wonder, under head of “ Foreign Jot- 


tings.” 
SS 
THAT was a Clever advertising dodge 
of. a Boston firm that sent a man over 
to New York to kick the subway ad- 
vertising signs to pieces. When he was 





| 


| 


arrested it crept into seven thousand | 


associated press newspapers throughout 


the country that the deed was done | 


with a pair of the celebrated Boylston 
Three Dollar shoes. 


MADE BY EXPERT WINE GROWERS 


GO 
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TALENT REWARDED. 


“TI understand your wife is quite literary.” 

‘*T should say so; —she won a ten-dollar prize from the Zadies’ 
Own Journal with an article on ‘How we managed to save enough in 
two years to move twice and pay the plumber for connecting the 


Health of body and strength of mind are represented 


in Abbott's Angostura Bitters—the best known tonic 


for blood and nerves. 





“Defender of the Rails— 


All druggists. 





| 
| 





YOUR CHOICE FOR $25.00 at $2. 

Either of these genuine Diamond pieces will be 
delivered on payment of 85, and the balance may 
be paidin monthly payments of @.50each. Yuu 
may send the 85 direct, or we will send your selec- 
tion for examination before any money is paid. 
Our Christmas Catalogue shows the finest and 
largest line of Diamonds, Watches and Jewelry 
carried in this country. Don’t cfamp yourself for 
Christmas money—use the Loftis Syatem, With 65 
or $10 fora first payment, you can give a Diamond 
and pay the balance monthly. Signed certificate 
of quality and cane apres with every Diamond 
cal full price allow in exchange at any time. 

We have been awarded the Gold Medal at the 
Saint Louis Exposition in competition with the 
entire world. Get our new Christmas Catalogue 

D ; » Don’t wait until 


Dept. P. 50, 92 te 98 State St.. Chic Th. 





THAT YOUNG lawyer, Alton Brooks 
Parker, who opened an office on Nassau 
Street lately, got two commissionerships 
on his first day of practice. It beats all 
how some young lawyers get along! 


Pears 


Pears’ Soap makes 
white hands, gives clear 
skin and imparts fresh- 
ness to the complexion. 

A cake of Pears’ is a 


cake of comfort. 
Comfort by the cake or in boxes, 











has unexcelled facilities 
For the production of 
printed matter in modern 
style at moderate prices. 


Catalogues, Business Announcements, 
Art and Commercial Work, Illustrated 
Books and Pamphlets, Souvenirs and 
Menu Cards, Designed, Illustrated and 
Printed AS THEY SHOULD BE. 


All branches of the 
business under one roof. 


Send for Estimate when in need of 
Printing of Any Kind. 3 st 


Address 
THE PVCK PRESS 
Pack Building, N. y. 
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CRUSHED CONVERSATION. 


THe Bripce Crus and the “El” 
Crush were engaged in spirited con- 
verse. 

“7 ’m a heap bigger than you are,” 
said the Bridge Crush, arrogantly. 

“Don’t you believe it,” cried the 
“El” Crush, indignantly. “You should 
see me at my worst, around 6 o’clock. 


I’m simply —” 
“Oh, keep still, both of you,” said 
anew comer. “In a year or so, I'll 


be bigger than you two combined.” 
It was the fresh, young Subway 
Crush that spoke. 


**Here’s to the friends we love so well, 
To those so far away! 


ree > Prier If a drink of cheer would bring them here, 
HE PRESBYTERIAN creed having : : ” 
been revised “by its friends,” tariff We would drink the livelong day. 
reformers should take heart. The thing 
can be done. That’s evident. 





® a Rg 
Tue Batic fleet is getting there barsioldyazec im e 
fast. When next its officers behold a Dy . 
Jap torpedo boat, they may be rea- hOtEArtiticiall Whiske 
sonably certain that it is of a Hull Green Label. 


AT ALL FIRST-CLASS DEALERS. 





fisherman. 


Gen. Kuroki is still two deaths 
behind Gen. De Wet’s record. 


# 
_WE trust that, by this time, Mis- 
souri knows she ‘is all right.” 
* 


Don’t BLAME us. We told you todo 
your Christmas shopping weeks ago. 


& 


Mr. CorTeELyou is said to play the 
piano. Thought he passed the tam- 


bourine. 
* 


Lots oF new stories about Noah 
and his houseboat lately. Arkeology 
is becoming a popular science. 


% 


A BARK named the Quickstep has 
become a rudderless derelict, a menace 
to navigation. Judging by some danc- 
ers we know, who fit the description, 
the bark might be re-christened, Two- 
Step. 








The Christmas 
problem solved— 
give a 


KODAK 


$5 to Bo7. 











EastMAN Kopak Co. 
nn ed anes ga Rochester, N. Y. 














FOR » MEN OF GRAINS HOW IT HAPPENED. 













Every bottle con- 
tains the same dash of 
exuberant life, which no 
guesswork decoction 
| possesses. Get the orig- 
inal “CLUB” brand. 
Seven kinds — Manhattan, 
Martini, Vermouth, Whiskey, 
Holland Gin, Tom Gin, York. 


G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO., propristors 


HARTFORD NEWYORK LONDON 


“THE BENEDICT” 


Celebrated Collar Button 


Wonderfully Improved. 
NEW Pat. Oct. 6, 1903. 
END VIEW In gold, silver and heavy rolled gold 
plate. None genuine unless stamped 
Benedict and date of patent. 


FOR SALE ONLY BY 









IGARS First CHAUFFEUR.— How did you come to hit the chap—were you running Benedict Brothers, Jewelers, 


too fast? 


“MADE AT KEY WEST SECOND CHAUFFEUR.—Certainly not —he was running too slow! 





Broadway & Liberty St., N. Y. SIDE VIEW 








Ir WHITELAW REID goes to London 
and Joe Choate comes home it will 
improve the quality of after-dinner 
speaking in New York both ways. 

# 

A cHaP up in Forty-second street 
advertises himself as a “shirt construc- 
tor.” That’s all right, but just now 
we need a sock architect more than 
the other. 

# 


WE CAN still shed tears over that 





THE Joys of “the simple life” hav- 
ing been ably expounded, it remains 
for some “double life” enthusiast to 
take the floor. 

# 

WHEN Senator Fairbanks declared 
that the Republican party had revised 
the tariff in the past, he should have 
gone further and told his audience 


which way. 
% 


No Peace Conecress till the war 
ends, is Russia’s fixed ultimatum. No 





brand new foot ball which a horse-car 





critic can say of the Peace Congress, 





ran over on Christmas day, 1886. * 
Heartless horse-car—brand new foot BO K FE R S B ITT EF RS as is said sometimes of a play, that 


ball — where are ye now ? Antidyspeptic, A tonic, an appetizer end a delicacy in mixed drinks. 


there is not enough comedy in it. 





LI-POINTED PENS 


(H. HEWITT’S PATENT.) 


Suitable for writing in every position; glide over 
any paper; never scratch or spurt. 





—— 


Made in England of the finest Sheffield rolled steel, BaLt-PoinTED 
Pens are more duradie, and are ahead of all others 


FOR EASY WRITING, 





Buy an assorted sample box of 24 pens for 25 cts., and choose 
a pen to suit your hand. Having found one, stick to it! 





f At your 
POST FREE FROM club or dealer’s 


H. BAINBRIDGE & CO., 99 William Street, New York, 
or any Stationery Store. 








The 


Egyptian 
Cigarette 


of Quality 





ee 
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- AROMATIC DELICACY— 
MILDNESS— PURITY 








_ “LIGHTWEIGHT” PRESIDENT SUSPENDERS 


mean freedom in breathing. Weigh20z. Any store 5c¢ 
and $1.00 postpaid for choicest patterns. 
THE ©. A. EDGARTON MFG, O0., Box 809, Shirley, Mass. 

















WITH BONGABONG’S BEST DRESSERS. 
(Special to Puck ) 


iS tee Philippine Islands, December 3, 1904.— The devotees of fashion 
in the Island of Luzon will have small chance this winter to array them- 
selves in novelties. According to Mme. Tooloo, Bongabong’s leading modiste, 
the winter styles have undergone but trifling revisions. The once popular palm 
leaf sleeve is coming in again; and for calling costumes, made with vest and 
peplum, the new fabric of hemp fibre bids fair to be much in vogue; but in the 
matter of shades, there has been almost no change. “Elephaat’s breath” and 
the “flea” Color are still: the correct thing in imported calico. Negligee and 
camp-fire gowns will be cut high in the knee, as in former years. 


* 
* * 


The attémpt of a few extremists to revolutionize the established fashions 
has thus far met with scant success, conservative sentiment prevailing, and par- 
ticularly in miatters of male attire: Men’s collars, as heretofore, will fit snugly 
about the ankles, and may either be standing or turn-down. When formal dress 
is unnecessary, they may be discarded altogether. The fad for wearing them 
about the neck has completely died out. Tattooing in blues, browns and grays 
is again prescribed fer morning wear; although for evening wear, both coc de 
roche and apple green are rated good form. The high hat for all occasions, 
dress and undress, is still the rule. 


* 
* * 


Some winter costumes of striking character and beauty are shown in the 
establishments of the Bongabong modistes. A modish jungle toilette is of 
brown sea-weed, with a vest of white peau de grass, trimmed and buttoned with 
shark’s teeth. The skirt is cut with the latest Borneo flare, and the jacket is 
made either three-quarter or hip length, according to the amount of sea-weed 
at hand. With this costume, sandals may or may not be worn, but dress 
reformers and fashionables alike, are opposed to the new foreign absurdity, 


shoes. * 
+ * 


For the little tots, the winter season offers models in plenty. The simple 
and inexpensive outfit au natural will again be at the fore as far as yogue and 
popularity is concerned; though by families seeking “smart” effects, an outer 
blouse of cocoanut oil will generally be added. For boys between the ages of 
4 and 7 years, the two-piece Buster Aguinaldo suits are once more to be 
exploited. Fashion decrees, however, an entire change in the shape of children’s 
teeth. They are to be worn pointed, hereafter; New Guinea style. 


* 
* * 


Bridal gowns, the coming winter, will be notable as usual for their extreme 


simplicity. Neither crépe de chine nor satin glanneuse will be seen in Bonga- 
bong this season. A. H. F. 
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Lea & Perrins Sauce 


THE ORIGINAL WORCESTERSHIRE 


HAS THE ENTREE INTO THE BEST SOCIETY. 
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3 
Good cooking is not in combining in- 
gredients, but giving them just the right 
seasoning to make them appetizing. Soups, 
Fish, Roast Beef and Gravies are given a 
delicious flavor by adding 
LEA @ PERRINS’ SAUCE 


The Original Worcestershire 
John Duncan's Sons, Agents, New York 














. RED TOP RYE 


(70103 0S Oe 5 8h 8. S om ol 


It's up to YOU 




















PRETTY NEAR the last call for the leap-year dining-car, ladies. 
* 
Ir 1s so dry in Kaintucky, suh, that they ah selling watah by the drink. 
But not much of it, suh, not much of it. 
Just think of it! One month: from to-day the gate at Wolfert’s Roost 
will have been closed to the world for fourteen days. 
* 
A DEER was seriously wounded in the Virginia woods recently because a 
hunter mistook him for a man and fired without stopping to investigate. 
* 
__It ts rumored, on middling authority, that Pastor Wagner will tour with 
William Jennings Bryan next year in a sketch called “The Jeffersonianly Simple 

















SOMEWHAT. STRICT. 


MARY SNAIL.—Gracious! I must n't let Mother, see me with 
this Pilgrim’s Progress. She don’t allow me to read racy novels. 














for Liquor and 
Drug Using 


A scientific remedy which has been 

. skilfully and successfully administered by 
medical specialists for the past 25 years. 
At the following Keeley Institutes: 


ae decor ee KER TPT Bi ane 
a aie 2 : 


Keelev 


ure 


oo Les 


Locust St. Portland,Ore. = Richm Va. 
ae ae Dew Moines, Ky. oth Conway,3.H. Siabt Breed St. Waukeshe, Wis. 
Atlanta, Ga.’ Sorusca, Me. Buffalo,N.¥.” S Toronto, Ont. 











| AND Now that there is a circus trust, 
there will be more water than ever in 


\ 
| the pink lemonade. BON HW) & LILLARD 
. | 
YANKEE SUBMARINES, we read, have 
passed the Russian test and will go to 
the seat of war. It remains to be seen 
if the seat will require patching. 
& 
“Gaccen, He Kept a Secret,” says a 
newspaper headline. Gad! We should 


think he would, unless he was a deaf- 
and-dumb alphabet expert.- 





WHISKEY 
IS THE BEST 

















© GOUT & RHEUMATI 
Usethe Great English Remedy 


BLAIR’S PILLS iggy. 
Sure, Effective. 6§0c. & $1. wy) 
Sateen ome. ¥. 



























































‘*Ve saints!’’ quoth Hermit Thomas, ‘‘now what man is this I see? ‘*Forsooth, ’tis true,’’ next day he cried, ‘‘and there the varlet sits. 
Can it be I’ve got a rival in the Hermit Industry? A plan to oust him I must hatch. Arouse, my lolling wits!” 
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IV. . 





Accompanied by a knowing pet, he left his dismal den. Next morning, with the bird in hand, to Stephen’s door he came. 
‘That song I taught thee! Practice it!”” cried Hermit Thomas then. “Good neighbor, pray accept this gift—a faithful friend and tame.” 
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V. . VI. 
Ah, crafty Thomas! ‘‘List!”’ cried he to freemen roundabout. And while the neighbors swift pursued, poor Hermit Stephen fied. 
‘Does that befit a hermit’s life—that ribald song and shout?” ‘‘Thou ’st earned thy freedom. Take it,” to his pet sly Thomas said. 
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